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end of hi& stick once ur twice, muttering. ""\VelI, I don't know,
on my soul. I really don't know." Then, with a deeply drawn
breath and a queer, little, fluttering movement of one of his big
hands, "Come,"' he said. fciand see what you can do. But for God's
sake let's be quick! She may be crazy with the pain."
Walking fast up George Street they were soon at Tittie Pether-
ton's ruined Gothic cottage. Nurse Robinson opened the door
and went in first. A small oil-lamp was burning on the kitchen-
table and a black, sooty kettle simmered feebly upon a coal-stove
whose fire had almost gone out Nurse Robinson had begun to
turn up the wick of the little lamp when they were startled by a
moan of anguish more horribly acute than Mat Dekker had ever
heard in his life. He had heard Tittie"s groans before, under her
abominable affliction . . . but never a sound quite like that. The
blood rushed to his face. "Damn these doctors!" he cried. Nurse
Robinson glanced at Mr. Geard to see what effect this horrible
sound had upon him. She was astonished to see his face twisted
in a spasm of physical pain. She was so startled by the twisted
mouth of Mr. Geard that she found herself expecting to hear
from it the same cry of torment as that which they had just heard
from the room above. But the spasm was over in a second of
time and she turned to the door which concealed the steps that
led to her patient's bedroom. Up these steps she now climbed,
followed first by Mat Dekker and then by Mr. Geard. There was
a second little oil-lamp, identical with the one downstairs, upon
a table by the bedside, above which the massive eaves of the
roof sloped down.
A gaunt woman, propped upon pillows, who had pulled her-
self up so desperately to a sitting posture that the bed-clothes
were clinging in a disordered mass about her knees, was leaning
forward with a terribly fixed stare. She begr.n at once an inco-
herent and piteous pleading. "Have you the stuff? Have you
brought the stuff? Oh, for Jesus' sake, give me the stuff! Is it
there? Have you got it?" At this point she gasped and struggled
for breath, clutching at her body with her fingers. Then she began
again. "Give me the stuff, Nurse, give it to me quickly! If I don't
have it, this minute, I shall curse Them Above. Oh, the stuff! the
stuff! I want nothing but the stuff!"